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to find him up so early. Usually it was all she could do to
drag him out of his bed and get him washed and dressed
in time for breakfast.

Before she could question him as to his unwonted
behaviour, he had already bolted from the room. For-
getting all about breakfast, Edgar prowled up and down
the lounge till nine eagerly watching the lift, determined
not to miss his friend and the promised walk. . . .

At last, a little before ten, Baron Otto von Sternfeldt
strolled unconcernedly into the hall. The tryst had long
since escaped his memory. But when the boy rushed up
to him and passionately recalled the previous day's
promise, the baron proved affable, and cordially entered
into Edgar's plan, smiling the while at so excessive a
demonstration of friendliness. Linking his arm in that of
his companion, he sauntered to and fro, quietly but
firmly refusing to quit the hall immediately. He seemed
to be waiting for someone, and scanned both lift and
doors attentively. Of a sudden he stiffened. Edgar's
mother sailed towards the twain with a smile of greeting.
She fell in with the idea of a walk, and the three set out
together.

This was far from being the treat Edgar had expected.
He had reckoned upon a ifae-h-lete^ and was sorely
disappointed. Biting his lips, the boy slouched sulkily
in their wake. The promised walk, he thought, was his
own special privilege. It had only been out of kindness
that he had introduced his mother to this wonderful
friend, but he could not conceive why he should share
the baron's friendship with anyone. A dash of jealousy
intermingled with hi loving adoration. He could not
help noticing how attentive and considerate the man was
towards this interloper. . . .

As the trio made tracks for the woods, the talk was al-
most wholly directed towards Edgar. His frail health,
his paleness, were commented upon by the woman with
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